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ffY TNCLE SAM" tells the next episode that came to the
I J three of them on their way to peace and Love's ful¬

fillment A beautiful eye, and a wig-wagging tail,
and an enchanting way of laying back soft, brown, plush ears.

seen things, my friend, that would make your stay-at-homehair rise up apd walk all up and down you with cold feet! I
admit they made mine sometimes.if it nftd sometimes not
been for the tiny Angers of Golden-Eyes twisted in my mane,
and the 'courage boy* of Bill, and / am a dog! Well, we
reached Bill's dugout after our mad flight, and warned him.

"And when the raid came oft* and the Huns came on, our
company was ready for them.with long, cold steel 'fixed,' the
lookout listening In, packs on backs for a counter-attack and
.i foothold in their woods If the grit of a combination^ Devil-
SaiRt could .hold It! Devils they are.our dough-boys^to that
army who*ravlshed the children.the women.the fees

punctuated his story I am only a dog. But I have

.of God! Saints they are t(^ little children, and the old, and
dogs like me!* So they were ready for them, and they sang
under their breath and looked at the stublHe-bright of theirbayonets.

"And Golden-Eyes and 1 only saw it at a painful distance,where hsr ambulance was camped, but we heard every rat¬tling shot, like the shutters on your house in America on awindy night it was, and we heard and saw with our hearts.I'm telling you' Our boys drove them back; when we went
out later, after the stray-minnies had almost stopped, lookingfor each one of us individually, the Huns lay thick, green-
gray in the snow. Part of their woods was ours.but that
night we didn't care much, Golden-Eyes and I. for somebodyhad seen Bill fall, and hadn't seen him again after that

"All night almost we searched, our Sweetheart and I,Others we found. Sometimes she Bobbed cold tears Into mycollar, and beat her little hands together, ii&t helps humans

! guess. Dogs can whine. And at last in the flnt, faint grayand rose of the dawn, in the bhie-gray ghostly' mlat of the
woods with the faint pink shining through loop-holes. In asmother of snow, we found him. He had bandaged hie leg,dug himself in, lighted a cinarette.and fainted. Once underGolden-Eyes' face he opened his eyes, whispered, 'I got minein the leg, and was gofle again. We dragged him back tosafety and a first-aid abri.we two.leaving a red badge Inthe snow where we rested, like the ensign of the Red Ctom.The tears frore on Golden-Eyes' eyelashes because of his face
almost as white as the snow that powdered his hair; and Ihad to stop sometimes and get out the way.for GoldenEyes dragged her mate like a cave-woman, backlng-up, and
could not see!

"I am only a dog who carries a little search-light on myback to help my Country and my true-loves.and cannot tell
a story very well."
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